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march, but there was nothing to indicate how much was left
and I preferred to ask no questions. The Saluqi bitch liter-
ally had nothing but our discarded date stones, which she
picked up from the sand and swallowed whole. No doubt
she was well inured to such a diet, and the bowl of milk had
been an unexpected godsend for her. Our camels were mor&
or less starving. But our only thought was to get on with
our marching as quick as possible.
The sun rose from a flat ocean-like horizon behind us soon
after we had resumed, and it looked as if we were in for a
gruelling day. Our animals suffered from the hard pebbles
underfoot, but it was considered more expeditious to march
on the gravel than to follow the undulations of the 'Awariq
sands, which lay close on our right hand. There had evi-
dently been no rain in this neighbourhood during the recent
storm and the landscape was amazingly bare, though Salim
hoped for better things ahead and chid some members of the
party for singing as they marched. There might be gazelles
or Oryx about which we would frighten away before reaching
them ; or there might even be raiders or some hunting-party
within hearing. At the best, it seemed to me, these desert
shanties are poor and barren things, the ebullitions of empty
souls engaged on a thankless task. Singing was their only
antidote against boredom—singing and the jaunty anecdotes
of which the retailer was generally the hero. In the dark the
desert rule is against any uplifting of the voice for fear of
foes, but in the Empty Quarter our men honoured it more in
the breach than in the observance, while some of them con-
tented themselves with an astonishing and unattractive
falsetto. Ibn Ma'addi was the worst offender in this respect,
but he was not an attractive character in any aspect and, to
my infinite relief, he generally preferred to lag along in the
rear. A scion of the Subai' tribe and native of Ranya, he
had been attached to our expedition in view of our probable
return to civilisation by way of Wadi Dawasir. Salih also
had a falsetto alternative to his customary bass, but in his
case it was more or less innocuous and he did not resent being
mocked at for such lapses into effeminacy.
The Sahma plain had broadened out to about four miles.

